THE SCENE IS CHANGED

of the Yosemite Valley. Our party drove into it on a
moonless night, when only the irregular black-out of stars
marked the edge of the cliffs above. Walking before break-
fast next morning I met a bear, and afterwards moved
circumspectly around the valley slopes. The mountain-
tops should have been inviting to a European but somehow
were not; they looked to me like stony skulls to which
trees and vegetation adhered with the tenacity of ancient
hair. But I saw the giant Sequoia pines, the oldest living
things because some of them are rooted in the centuries
before Caesar ; and a melancholy Indian Reservation ; and
the firefall made by thrusting embers at sundown over a
cliff where Indians formerly had kindled their beacon. And
with the journey through ruined gold-diggers' villages and
the Bret Harte country on the way back to the coast, here
was another Californian landscape revealed.
If an Englishman ever needed excuse for a tourist and
disinterested visit to Hollywood, he could find it that year
in the Olympic Games. The streets were beflagged for
them, and even the Hollywood Roosevelt where I stayed
seemed to be interested in something beside the stars. I was
able to see one British victory at the Games, I think in the
quarter-mile, and to jump on my seat and cheer. The
studios of Hollywood and their writers and directors, the
stages and their players were almost photographically as one
had imagined them to be. I cannot remember one surprise
in this place, from the Bowl and the super-suburban Beverly
Hills to the rich manifold beauty of the women lured by
hope from all countries of the world, and the austere expres-
sionless uniformity of their eyes, A sisterhood of the
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